CHAPTER XXVIII.

ON   THE   WAY   TO   BISKRA.

I AM now iii  1879, and on a trip to Biskra, with, a new
travelling  companion.     After our   creaking   and   dust-in-
crusted conveyance had been loaded to'the utmost, we left
Constantino gayly at seven o'clock in the evening, tearing down-
hill towards the plain, bound for Batna and Biskra.

Our first excitement was at the first relay of horses. While
the driver was warming up the inner man, a soldier took com-
plete possession of the remaining space on the Imperiale above,
where numerous packages to be distributed on the way were
covered with a tarpaulin, and stuffed in a trunk with bedding
enough for a small hospital. Smothered exclamations were
emitted from a bundle which proved to be an Arab asleep, and
language that was not smothered from the driver who threw
trunk and bedding into the gutter, and viciously drew a knife
on the offending piou-piou* who, seeing himself at a decided
disadvantage, smashed his umbrella on the ground in rage, and
flourished it, inside out, as we drove away.

Arriving at Batna after a good twelve hours' journey, we
found to our joy a blazing fire at the inn, where scarcely twenty
minutes were allowed us for coffee. We were now on a high
plateau-considerably more than three thousand feet above the

* Nickname for private soldiers.